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The real reason why Dave hates Riki 


Author's Notes: 
My first drabble. Yaaas. 


As Riki Rachtman would say: even while starring in a short fic, Dave Mustaine can still give me a hard time! 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =M6 InOwDB4ll 


‘I'm gonna answer all the viewers that asked why hating Riki so much. Here's your answer: none of your 
business." 


Riki didn't even bother to conceal his laugh. Both he and Dave knew the magnetic attraction coming into play 
whenever the lights went off. 


Once the interview was over, Riki got ready to go but strong, inescapable hands grabbed his hips and pinned 


him to the wall. 
"Why do you always have to tease me that way?" 
Reddish locks tickled his face. The microphone fell from his grip as those tempting lips ran across his neck. 


"lm going insane, Riki...” 


Give me your body and soul 


Author's Notes: 


As you guys enjoyed the first chapter (yay), I've decided to write some more! Let me know what you think 
about it :) 


"l'm going insane, Riki.. You taste so good... 

The redhead hissed between a kiss and a bite of his lover's neck, the idea of savoring the sweet blood pulsing 
inside his veins through that tender skin so tempting... Riki moaned as the guitarist bit him harder, his hard-on 
now pressed against the brunette's leg. 

"Dave... Please..." 

A wicked smile. More soft bites along his neck 


"Please what?" 


The young man's voice was seductive and Riki sank his fingers into those long red hair, surrendering body and 
soul to that sweet torture. 


"Please... Please, fuck me..." 


The forbidden fruit 


They say the forbidden fruit is the juiciest of them all 


Dave thought so, not that he cared about prohibitions. He took everything he wanted without asking any 


permission. He knew how to get what he craved and Riki.. 
Riki was what he craved the most, now. 


Dave tore the other's shirt apart and his lips brushed against the young man's chest till his tongue found a 
ripple. He began to suck it, eliciting moans from Riki's throat. 


"You want me.." the redhead hissed. A depraved smile enlightened his face. 


"But who said itd be easy?" 


At the wolf's lair 


Slowly, hands smoothed out. Eyes reopened, like the awakening after a wonderful wet dream. 
Dave sneaked away, smiling naughtily as Riki stared, bewitched. 


He stepped forward, beckoned by a vortex of flame-red hair. Irises got darker with desire, like magnets 


drawing the prey to the wolf's lair. 
It took a second for him to surrender and soon he found himself lying helpless in Dave's bed. 
From there, Riki could see him sitting on a red-velvet armchair in the corner. Half naked, he looked like a Greek 


god: glacial, prideful, judgmental. 


Divinely aggressive, albeit firm and silent. 


You know how its done, dont you? 


Author's Notes: 
Uhm, not fully satisfied with this one.. should | go on with the drabbles or should | write longer chapters? l'm 
a little iffy about it. What do you guys suggest? 


The brunette let his gaze slide down the redhead's marble-like chest to the mouth-watering bulge in his pants, 
before backing up to those full red lips. 


"Undress me, Riki.” 

The godly way his name dripped down them spurred Riki to sink to his knees and to unbuckle him. 

"Yeah, just like that.." the redhead murmured. 

Dave grabbed a fistful of hair, cocking his head and stroking Riki's as he blushed and removed his boxers. 


"Wank me like the whore you are." He licked his lips, then smirked. "You know how it's done, don't you?" 


